THE  SPANISH WAR
boasting how Irun was impregnable, and how they had
all sworn to fight to the last to keep the hated "Fascists"
out, I could also realise that the troops of General Mola
were bound sooner or later to force their way over the
passes and capture the two towns.
The journey to Vera, headquarters of Colonel Beor-
legui, who commanded the Navarre Brigades entrusted
with the attack, was short, and it was even possible with
the help of some of my Carlist friends at night-time to
make the journey shorter still by the simple process of
wading the Bidassoa at one of its many fords. In this way
the war had been brought, as it were, to my front door-
step in France. Those of us who were in the know could
see the piles of stores and the units being brought up
through Vera to Enderlarza, and I am afraid many Reds
were also in the know, as it was child's play for them to
watch most of the preparations from the French side of
the Bidassoa where their Communist friends were always
willing to keep them informed. During these days many
were the shots exchanged across the frontiers, but such
incidents were always hushed up as neither side made any
official protest.
August 26 ushered in the first big drive against the
river road to Irun and the Puenta ridge. After a night
with the Spanish outposts I crossed the river to my
"neutral" post of observation in the garden of a little
country hotel on the French side. The garden went
down in terraces to the edge of the river, and the whole
of the battlefield was in front of me. There was the
lazily flowing Bidassoa, there beyond it a narrow strip of
waving green maize standing a good five feet high, then
a narrow country road with two or three farms, a school
house, and two square white houses, used by the Spanish
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